pier in thy cage, happier?" Horace thought^
the words he had written and In which, as usual, he was
washing one woman?s linen la the house of another* A
thin breeze blew suddenly Into the room; there was
locust on it, faintly sweet, and beneath it the paper
stirred ori the desk? rousing him, and suddenly f as a
man waking? he looked at his watch and replaced It and
wrote rapidly :

"We are glad to have little Belle with us. She likes
it here ; there is a whole family of little girls next door ;
stair-steps of tow pigtails before whom, it must be con-
fessedg, little Belle preens just a little; patronizes them9
as is her birthright. Children make all the difference in
the world about a house. Too bad agents are not wise
enough to provide rented houses with them- Particularly
one like little Belle9 so grave and shining and sort of
Irrelevantly and intensely mature^ you know. But then,
you don9t know her very well, do you? But we are both
very glad to have her with us, I believe that
Harry"' - The pen ceased^ and still poised, he
sought the words that so rarely eluded him5 realizing
as he did so that, though one can lie about others with
ready and extemporaneous promptitude^ to lie about
oneself requires deliberation and a careful choice of
expression. Then he glanced again at his watch ancl
crossed that out and wrote: "Belle sends love, O
Serene/5 and blotted it and folded it swiftly into an
envelope and addressed and stamped it, and rose and
took his hat. By running he could get It on the four
o^clock train.

In January his aunt received a post card from Bay-
ard mailed at Tampico; a month later, from Mexico